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Do you remember the brown suit, which you made to hang upon
you till all your friends cried shame upon you, it grew so threadbare
—and all because of that folio Beaumont and Fletcher, which you
dragged home late at night from Barker's in Covent Garden ? Do
you remember how we eyed it for weeks before we could make up
our minds to the purchase., and had not come to a determination till
it was near ten o'clock of the Saturday night, when you set off from
Islington, fearing you should be too late—and when the old book-
seller with some grumbling opened his shop, and by the twinkling
taper (for he was setting bedwards) lighted out the relic from his
dusty treasures—and when you lugged it home, wishing it were twice
as cumbersome—and when you presented it to me—and when we
were exploring the perfectness of it (collating, you called it)—and
while I was repairing some of the loose leaves with paste, which your
impatience would not suffer to be left till daybreak—was there no
pleasure in being a poor man ?
Or can those neat black clothes which you wear now, and are so
careful to keep brushed, since we have become rich and finical, give
you half the honest vanity with which you flaunted it about in that
overworn suit for four or five weeks longer than you should have done,
to pacify your conscience for the mighty sum of fifteen (or sixteen
shillings, was it ?) which you had lavished on the old folio ? Now
you can afford to buy any book that pleases you, but I -do not see
that you ever bring me home any nice old purchases now.
Then do you remember our pleasant walks at Enfieid, and Potter's
Bar, and Waltham, when we had a holyday—holydays and all other
fun are gone now we are rich—and the little handbasket in which I
used to deposit our day's fare of savoury cold lamb and salad—and
how you would pry about at noontide for some decent house where we
might go in and produce our store . , .
Now, when we go out a day's pleasuring, which is seldom, more-
over, we ride part of the way, and go into a fine inn, and order the
best of dinners, never debating the expense—which, after all, never
has half the relish of those chance country snaps, when we were at
the mercy of uncertain usage and a precarious welcome.
You are too proud to see a play anywhere now but in the pit. Do
you remember where it was we used to sit, when we squeezed out our
shillings apiece to sit three or four times in a season in the one-shilling
gallery—where youf elt all the time that you ought not to have brought
me—and more strongly I felt obligation to you for having brought
me—and the pleasure was the better for a little shame, and when the
curtain drew up, what cared we for our place in the house, or what
mattered it where we were sitting, when our thoughts were with
Rosalind in Arden, or Viola at the Court of Elyria ?
Now we can only pay our money and walk in. You cannot see,
you say, in the galleries now. I am sure we saw, and heard, too, well
enough then—but sight and all, I think, is gone with our poverty.

